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evening of her wedding day, 12th October, 1792. aged seventeen
years and Is buried, innocent and virgin, in this foreign land.
Erected by her husband in grief toe deep to express in the
Name of her blessed Redeemer and the hope of her forgiveness,
Stephen read the words aloud^ and there was a
silence when his voice ceased. They gazed rever-
ently at the tablet; only auntie's lips moved: she
was praying.
"Rosabelle Lemarchant," breathed Rosa; "my
name and Belle's joined together^ and we are
twins. Ohj Stephen! We must be descended from
her. We must be!"
44We are/5 said father. "I always knew it. You
hear that, Anna?" But auntie had gone out She
was sad to think they had that tablet in their
room. **We are descended from her/' repeated
father.
"You can't be descended from a virgin/" said
Stephen crushingly,
Rosa's face clouded. Over and over again she
read the name that was hers and Belle's as if
searching for some hidden meaning* "Oh, I wish
Belie were here5 I wish she'd known. This must be
something to do with us."
"What is that?" asked Blanche^ pointing to the
unicorn*
"It's a unicorn/' said Stephen.
*'Is it real, like Echo?" asked Blanche doubt-
fully.
"No. It must have been a crest or an emblem^
part of her coat-of-arms. The animals over your
windows are meant to be unicorns, too3 I think;